MICHAEL   ROBERTS

In Our Time

Joetween the rough hills of gabbro and the cold sea,
Between the factory hooter and the snub-nosed bullet,
Folly grows up to its full height, but cannot grow for
ever.

Folly is built on pride, on pride and power,
And power ends in weariness and duty :
Even the hooded eagle cannot soar to heaven.

And the leader looks at last toward the people,

People asking for a home, a plot of earth,

A pageant in spring, and a sight of foreign merchants.

Power is built on fear and empty bellies :
Between the rough hills of gabbro and the cold sea
The gulls scream, squabbling for a poor harvest.

Between the factory hooter and the snub-nosed bullet,
Under the shadow of the guns, the corn ripens,
And folly cannot die, but cannot grow for ever.

W. R. RODGERS

Summer Holidays

New every morning now the clerk docks off
Yesterday's desk-date, jerks back the needle
On duty's disc, and noses and slides on
Round the ingrowing ring and exact track
Of old tactics till the day's contracting
Circle ends, and suddenly the idle needle